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NEW BOOKS REVIEWED 



Familiar Spanish Travels. By William Dean Howells. New York : 
Harper & Brothers, 1913. 

Mr. Howells's fine power of blending subjective impression with clearly 
visualized fact, yet of distinguishing the two in such a way that neither is 
the outward truth vitiated nor the personal impression dimmed, is a source 
of immediate pleasure and of critical admiration to his readers. Things 
incidentally mentioned become as real as if actually seen, and the comment, 
the personal view, shades unobtrusively, but never deceitfully, into the repre- 
sentation of the fact itself. The hard reality is evoked, with its emotional 
effect, its remoter associations, its perhaps jocular or sentimental sugges- 
tions, and the momentary circumstances of the occasion — in a mere para- 
graph or two. We take it all in with extraordinary ease, unconscious of 
the difficulties of the writer's art, though keenly appreciative of the rich- 
ness of his style. No other writer, perhaps, is so skilled in reproducing 
the whole of an experience, as it completely affects us, without straining the 
medium of expression. Most narratives and descriptions rather artificially 
analyze and select; but Mr. Howells succeeds to a remarkable degree in 
conveying all the overlapping and more or less incongruous elements that 
make up our appreciation of a scene or an event — in other words, he 
writes like life. 

No guide-book enumeration of the places visited by Mr. Howells in the 
course of his familiar Spanish travels can give anything like a true im- 
pression of the book he has written about them; for each paragraph of the 
book has its own unique quality. In the chance glimpses it gives of human 
character and behavior, there is as much enjoyment as in the deliberate 
viewing of the Escorial or the Alhambra. In the following brief, casual 
description of a wedding party, there is all the best charm of fiction, the 
charm of a truthful realization that deepens one's sense of such values as 
those set forth: 

" All the faces had the quiet which the Spanish face has in such degree 
that the quiet seems national more than personal; but the women's faces 
were oval, though rather heavily based, while the men's were squared, with 
high cheek-bones, and they seemed more distinctly middle class. Men and 
women had equally repose of manner, and when the women came to put 
on their headgear near our corner, it was with a surface calm unbroken by 
what must have been their inner excitement. They wore hats and mantillas 
in about the same proportion; but the bride wore a black mantilla and a 
black dress with sprigs of orange blossoms in her hair and on her breast 
for the only note of white. Her lovely, gentle face was white, of course, 
from the universal powder, and so were the faces of the others, who talked 
in low tones around her, with scarcely more animation than so many 
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masks. The handsomest of them, whom we decided to be her sister, ar- 
ranged the bride's mantilla and was then helped on with hers by the others, 
with soft smiles and glances. Two little girls, imaginably sorry the feast 
was over, suppressed their regret in the tutelage of the maiden aunts and 
grandmothers who put up cakes in napkins to carry home; and then the 
party vanished in unbroken decorum." 

To view La Mancha with Mr. Howells and to share with him the warmth 
of his kindling memories of Don Quixote; to see the Alhambra, or part of 
it, as it indubitably and somewhat disappointingly is, and yet to feel more 
than ever before, perhaps, the glamour that Washington Irving has cast over 
the place — such enjoyments add as much in their way as does fiction or 
poetry to the richness of the imaginative life that is an integral part of 
real life. 

With the Russian Pilgrims to Jerusalem. By Stephen Graham. 
London: Macmillan & Company, Limited, 1913. 

Mr. Graham's book is much more than an account of an odd journey or 
the description of a little-known religious ceremony. The reading of it re- 
wards one with the sense of a real experience gained, a real understanding 
acquired. To go to Jerusalem in the ordinary tourist fashion is one thing: 
to go there with a boat-load of more than five hundred Russian peasants is 
quite another. It is the same Jerusalem, of course, and yet it is not. For 
the pilgrimage takes place, as it were, in another dimension than that in 
which tourists and ordinary folk move and have their being. We glimpse 
the common realities of life as shadows, the things of the pilgrimage as 
the only solid and significant realities. Thus, journeying through the 
world, yet in a world apart from it, the sincere pilgrim reaches not merely 
the modern Oriental city of Jerusalem, but the holy city for which his 
heart yearns. 

Mr. Graham traveled among these pilgrims in disguise, and was un- 
hesitatingly accepted as one of them. He joined them at Constantinople on 
board the ship on whieh they embarked after long land journeys from 
every part of Russia. He made friends with them and learned their 
stories. He talked with the boy from the top of the Urals and came to 
know the priest, Father Yevgeny, who, in all simplicity and conviction, 
preached to approving listeners the " gospel of stupidity " — a curious type, 
this, the priest with a mission, who never shrinks from reproving the 
impious and manfully confronts the Devil in whatsoever guise he may 
appear. 

And yet, perhaps, Yevgeny is not so hard to understand as the simpler 
people about him. They are incredible to us at first, these simple, un- 
sophisticated peasants with little coherent or articulate thought in their 
minds, but with a burning aspiration at their hearts. At home, we are 
told, they are no better than they should be, some of them — incapable of 
complex wickedness, surely, yet not necessarily saints. But there is nothing 
of the mock moral in the impulse that sets their feet on the road to Jerusa- 
lem. They live upon crusts, they abstain from tobacco and vodka, they 
spend their money ungrudgingly for the objects they deem holy, and they 
endure great hardships cheerfully. 

The pilgrim impulse is a thing not easily analyzed or defined; its phe- 
nomena are in the first place of psychological interest. " The incurable 



